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make of i, Steele?”

“Perhaps you didn't retum to the
vight place,” he suggested. “Her body
tmay still be in the wreck ™

illinger glanced toward him with
a nervous langh ]

“But it was the right place.” he said,
“She had evidently not gone to bed,
and wug dressed.  When | returmed [
found & part of ber skirt in the debris
above. A heivy tress of her hair had
canght around 3 steel ribbing, and it was
cut off! Some one had been there dur-
ing my absence and had taken the body.
I—I'm almost ready to belicve that 1
was mistaken, and that she was alive
1 jound tothing there, nothing—that

prove her,

*1s it poesihle—" began Philip, hold-
ing out the handkerchiel

1t ‘was not necessary for him to finish.
iBle‘:nm understood, and nodded his
e

“That's what I'm_thinking,” he said
“Is it possible? What in“t‘)d'- name
would they want of her, unless—"

“Uniess she was alive,” added I"l'ai!?
*Unlesa one or more of the sconndrels
spearching for valuables in there during
the excitement, saw ber and carnjed her
off with their other booty. Ity wp 1o
us., Billinger!™

Billinger Fad reached inside his shire,
snd now be drew forth 2 small paper
parcel

“I dom't know why—but [ kept the
tress of hair” be smd “See—"

From between his fingers, as he tum-
ed toward Philip, there streamed out a
long silken tress that shone a marveloos
gold in the dun, and in that same in-
stant there fell from Philip's lipy a cry
such as Billinger had not heard, even
from the lips of the wounded ; and be-
fore he could recover from his astop-
ishment, he had leaned over and snatch-
ed the golden tress from him, and sat
in kis saddle staring at it ke a mad-
man,

CHAPTER XVII

The Girl in the Wreek.

N that moment of terrible shock—
I in the one moment when it seemed
to him a3 though no other woman

in the world could have wom that gold-
en tress of bair but Liobel, Philip had
stopped his horse, and his face had gone
&s white ay death. With a tremendous
effort be recoversd lumself, and saw
Billinger staring at him as though the
hot sum had for an instant blinded him
of reason. Bn;“lbe lm:kogli harr sl
rippied beiore € ¥ twice in
Bix lifé ‘enild hé temember baving see
Eair just like this—that peculiar reddish
gold that changed ity lights with every
passing clotd. He had seen it on Tro-
bel, in the firelight of the camp, at Lac
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of soiled fabric breathed to him

sweet seent of hyacnth.  His eyes
shone in an_eager bipodshot glare as

watched Bilinger disappear over 2
e Making o Joot of yourself agaia.” he
“Making 2 fool o "
muttered, n m&'ru the ﬁ: hair
abont bis “There are other
women in the world who tse hyucinth

3 ther wom-

¥

bh:é'“ trembling in every nerve of his|h

y. ree times he held
the handkerchief to his face before he
reached the rise in the praitie over
which Billinger had disappeared
agent had been gone an bour when the
trail of the outlaws bronght him to the
kmoll. From the top of it Philip looked

over the prairie 1o the North

A horseman was galloping  toward

_|him. He knew that it was Billinger, hi
and stood up in his stirrups so thar the
other would see him. Half a mile away

the agent st and Philip could see
him signafing frantically with both arms.
Five minotes later Philip rode op 10

him. Billinger's hone was haliwinded,

and in Billinger's face there were tense
lines of excitement. ——
“There's same ane out on the prairie,
he called as Philiﬁ reined in
couldn’t make out a horse, but there's
a man in the trail beyond the second
ridge. 1 believe they've stopped to ra-
ter their horses and feed at a little lake
just this side of the rough country.
Billinger had loosened his carbine, and
was examining the brecch. He
anxiousdy at Philip's empty saddie-
straps. Y
“It'fl be long-range shooting. i
they've ;oc guns,” he
nd

-
reled service revolvers and set s Ilgu
in a grim and reassuring smile as he
followed the bobbing head of a coyote
some distance away. -
“We're not comsidengd proficent in
the service unless we can make use of
these things at 200 yards, Billinger,” he
replied, replacing the wea in its hol-
ster. “If it's a running fight 1'd rather
have 'em than a carbine. It it isa't a
running fight we'll come in clese™
; Fr‘:!ihp Inpked udth: tgenl as tlhry ipl-
joped side by mde t the long
grass. and Bi{liucr Imr:‘:?.hn him, In
the face of each there was something
which gave the other sssurance ror
the first time it struck Philip that his
companion was something more than an

operator st Bleak House Station. He

was a fAghter He was a man of the
stamp necded down at Headquarters,

and he was bound to ten1 him so hefore
this affair was over. He was thinking
of it when they came to the second

ridge.
Five miles to the north snd west

loomed the black line of the Bad Lands

To a tenderioot they would not have

appeated to be more than a mile dis-
wmnt. Midway in the prairie between
there toiled a_human
that distance Philip and Billinger could
see that it was moving, though with a
slowness that puzzled them. For sev-
emal minutes they stood breathing their
borses, their eyes glued on the object
ahead of them, Twice in a space of a
hondred yards it seemed to stumble and
fall. The second time that it rose Fhil-
ip knew that it was standing motionless,

figure. Even at

en it disappeared again. He stared

until the rolling heat waves of the blis-
tered praitie stung his eyes. “The object
did not e, Blinking, he looked at Bil-
linger, and through the sweat and
grme of the otber's face he saw the
guestion that was on his own hipe With-
out 3 word they spurred down the alope,
and after a time Billinger swept to the
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wan talking to it gonc
“Tsobel—Isobel—Isobel—" he moan-
ed. “My God, my Isobel—"
Hchdnmu&gmeahwdnd
times, when m'whehrawm-
derstand, put his hand on Philip's shoul-
der and gave him hiv water canteen.
“8) '|mtdud.nm|,‘he|ud.hn
Philip's red eyes glared wp at him
“Here—water,

“My God—it's strange,” almust moan-
e Philip. “Billingeryou understa
—she's ‘:h o be my wile—if she

tives—

That was all of the story he told, but
Billinger knew what those few words
meant,

4

Auu::l;nlawr Philip bent down and
kissed her. “lsohel—my sweethesrt—"
e“memkm_?vigh her  to the

this terrible beat—" |

He almost pulled Philip 1o his feet,
and when he Bad mounted Billinger life-
ed the girl very geatly and gave her to

m.
Then, with the agent leading in the
trail of the cutlaws, they set oﬁm.n a
walk through the sickening sun-glare
for the water hole in mwerllm
Bad Lands
CHAPTER XVIIL
The Batfle in the Canyen.

HUN'CHED over, with Isohel's

head sheltered aguinst his

breast, Philip rode a dozen
paces behind the agent. It seemed aa
if the sun had suddenly burst in molten
fire upon the back of his neck, and for
a time it made him dizzy. His bridie
reins hung loosely over the pommel. He
made no effort to guide his horse, which
followed after Billimger's.

It was BRillinger who brought him
back to himsell. The agent waited for
them, and when he swung over in one
stirrup 1o look at the gmirl it was the
animal ferocity in his face, and oot his
words, that aroused Philip

“She's coming (0" he said, straimin
to keep the tremble out of his voice.
don't believe abe’s much hort. You take
this canteen. I'm going abead.”

He gave Philip the water and leaned
over ag:;n to gaze into the girl's face,

“1 ‘t believe she's much burt”
he repeated, in a se, dry whisper.
“You can leave her at the water hole
just beyond that<hill off there—and then
you can follow me™

Philip elutched the girl tighter to him
an the agent rode off. He saw the firm
famt fush returning into her cheeks,
the reddening of ber lips, the gentle tre-
mor of her silken lashes, and forgetful
af all else but her, he moaned ber name,
cried oot his love for her, again and

stared up into the face of the man who
had come to her Brst at Lac Bain and
who had fought for here there. or a
breath or twa the wonder of this thing
that was ha ing held her speechless
and still lifel though her senses were

adjusting  themselves with lightning

swiftness. At first Philip had not seem
her open eves, and he believed that the
did not hewr the words of love he whis-

pered in her hair. When he raised her

face a little from his breast she was
lgoking at him with all the sweet san.
ity in the world

A moment there was silence—a sil-
ence of even the breath in Philip's body,
the beating of his hesrt, His arma
loosened & little.  He drew himseli up
rigid. and the girl lified her head a
trifle, so that their eyes met squarely,

and & world of question and rnderstand-

m& passed between them in an instam
As gwift as morning  glow a flush

mounted into Isobel's face, then
ar wwiftly, and Philip cried: “You
were hurt—hurt back there in the wreck
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of the Bad Lands
tween 3 horseman was gallopin
Iy to the west. Tt was not i

With 2 quick movement Philip slipped

in white terror, he had wh

“There's a Jittle lake aver there among
those trees.” he said

He raced down the slope—not to cut
off the flving horseman—but toward the
It was Billinger he
wis thinking of now
three shots. There had followed other
shaots, not Billinger's, and after that his
cathine had remained silent.
was among the poplars.

mnﬂth'uu has
happeried to her, Steele  It's the sun—

A well-worn trail, heaten down by
:.dnmim rangers, cut through gle lt;‘lr!‘l‘:r

growth of prarrie timber, and without
checiting his speed Philj
only his head and shoulders and his g
revolver showing over his horse’s ears
A hundred paces and the timber gave
place 1o a sandy dip. in the center of
which was the water hole a8
not more than an acre in extent
his knees in the hole was Billinger's
riderless horse, and a hittle way up on
the sand was Billinger, doubled over
on his hands and knees beude two black
objecty that Philip lknew were men,
siretched ont like the dead back in the

face, pallid and twisted with pain, look-
ed over them as Philip gall
the open and sprang out of his saddle |7
With a terrible grimace he raised him-
welf to hit knees, anticipating the ques-
tion en Phalip's hipa

“Nothing very bad, Steele” he said.
“One of the cusses pinked me through
the leg, and broke it, | guess
but not killing. Now look at that!”

He nedded to the two men Iymg with
their faces turned up 1o the hot glare
One glance was enough o
tell Philip that they were dead, and that |+,
it was not Billinger
them. Their bearded faces bad stiffen-
ed in the first agonies of death.
breasts were scaked with biood and
their arms had been drawn down ¢

As he Inoked the
| buckle on the belt of the dead man near-
est him, canght Philip's eye
a step nearer to examine it and then
drew back  This bit of metal told the
;'}n:_:-—n hore the letters R. N. W
aim, even as her ¢ and she
o g “l thought so." he muttered, with a
slight catch in his voice
follow my good advice, Bucky Ni
and mow you reap the harvest of vour
‘ott have paid your

| They were waiting for h

Then Philip turned quickly and lock-
ed hack at Billinger.

package lay in the sand in front of him.

“Currency!” he gasped.
of the moeney stalen from the express
The two hundred thousand was
done up in five packages, and here are
two of "em. Those men were dead
when T came, and ecach had a
lving on his breast
me was just leaving the dip ment the rock-boun
ripping down his trouser leg with a
Philip dropped on his knees be-
wude him, but Billinger motioned him

bleeding bad,” he said, “I
loge.”

prints of the outiaws’ mounts, two at a
walk—one at 3 gallop. At one time,

tween jagged and davernous walls of
rock from the black heart of the up-

heaved country withink Now the bed
of it was strewn with broken trap and

masses of bowlders, cracked and d
by centuries of blistering sun.

Philip's heart beat a little faster as
be urged hiv horse ahead, and not for

an instant did his ecocked revolver drop

from 15 guard over the mare's eam
He knew, if he overtook the outlaws
in retreat, that there would be a fight,
and that it would be three against one
That was what he hoped for. It was
an ambash that he dreaded. He realized

that if the outlaws stopped and waited

for him he would be =t 3 terrible dis-
adw In open fight he waa con-
fident. His prairie-bred mount took the
ra trail a3t & swift camter, evading
the Iders and knife-edged trap in the
same guarded manner that she galloped

over prairie-dog and badger holes out

upon the plain. Twice in the ten min- ¥
utes that followed their entrance intn
the chasm Philip saw movement ahead

of him, and each time his revolver lea

ed to it. Onee it was 3 wolf, agsin the

swiftly moving shadow of an cagle

sweeping with spread wings between
him and the sun. He watched every
concealment as he approached and hali

swung in his saddle in pasuing, ready
to fire,

A quick turn in the creek bed, where
the rock walls hugged close, and his
mare planted her loreleet with a sad-

dermess that nearly sent him over her

head. Directly in their path, struggling
to rise from among the rocks, was a rid-
erless horse Two hundred yards be.
yond a man on foot was running swiftly
up the chasm, and a pistol shot beyond
Itm two others on horsehack had turn-

ed znd were waiting

“Lord, if 1 had Hilling=r's gun now!”

groaned Philip

At the sound of his voice and the
pressure of his heels in her flank the
mare vanlted over the animal in their

path, The clatter of pursuing hoofs

mp'ﬁrf the runner for an inswant, and
that same instant Philip halted and
rose in his stirrups to fire.  As his fin-

g_er pressed
i3 ears a t ng sound from behmd
him—the sharp gallopmg bear of steel
wpon rock! Hillmger was coming—Bil-
lmger, with his hrokem leg and s car-
bine! He covld have shouted for joy as
he fired. Once—ty and the outlaw
was speeding ahead of him again, on-
hurt. A third shot and the man stem-

bled among the rocks and disappearert

here was a movement toward retreat
on the part of the mounted men, and
Philip lstened as he slipped in fresh

cartridges  His horse was panting; he

ard jovous tu-
~but above it all
he heard the steady beat, beat, heat of
those approaching hoofe!  Billinger
would be there snon—m time tn use his
carhine at a deadly rate, while he got
into closer quarters with his revolver.
God bless Billinger—and bis broken leg!
He was filled with the crare of fight
now and it found vemt in a yell of de-
fance as_he spureed on toward the out-
laws. They were not :'-:n?! o Tun.
L e caught

the gleam of the hot sun on their re-

volvers, and saw that they meant busi-
ness a5 they swung a linle apart to di-
mndred yards
Philip still held hia gun at his side; at
sixty he pulled in his mare, flattened
along her neck like an Indian, his pistol |
arm swinging free between her ears |

vide his fire At one

e trigeer there came to

mare ghve a tremendous lunge foreard
and stumbled upon her knees, and with
s gasp of horror Philip Telt the ssddle-
girth alip as be pwung to free himself
In the few terrible seconds that fol-
lowed Philip was comscioms of two
things—that death was very near,“and
that Billinger was a moment too late
Lunm“umwﬁemhr
was taking aim at him,
while bis own pisiol arm was pi
huathm t;t:wudﬁt of his body. For a
ww‘ﬁh wp
in frozen calmness at m
was already crocked to fire
Wi & ot ety g o, s
L in a
that it was the shot intended for him.
But he saw no movement in the out.
qu!lrm.m-mh&mhisrul’m
a moment the man sat rigid and stiff in
kis saddle. Then his arm dropped. His

revolver fell with a clatter among the

.| stones.  He alipped sidewise with a low

groan and tumbled limp and [lifeless
lhgg!il!_n P!uélpf;l feet.
ittinger—Billinger—'
P‘I;‘?; ‘iq«h ‘B‘ﬂﬁ; -hnb of joy from
ilip's lips, Billi come in time
—just inp'l‘imr? ‘ﬁ:‘l jed so that
he could turn his head look down
the chasm, Yes, there was Billinger—

a hundred yasds away, hunched over his | found

saddle  Billinger, with his broken leg.
his magnificent courage, pis—

With a wild cry Philip jerked him-
seli Tree. Good God, it wan not Ril-
Fnger! It was lsobel! She had ali
ped from the saddie—be saw her as lK;
tottered 3 few steps among the rocks
and then sank down among them. With
his pistol stil] in his hand he ran back
to where Billinger's horse was l‘!andim
The girl was crumpled against the si
of a bowider, with her head in her arms
—and she was crying. In an instant he
was beside her, and all that he had ever
dreamed of, all that he had ever hoped
for, burst from his lips as he caught
her and held her close agxinst his hreast
(et he never eould have tald what he
said.  Only he knew that her arms were
clasped about his neck, and that, as she
K:]ufd ber face against him, she sob-

over and over again somethi
abont the old days at Lac Bain—an
that she loved hkim, lowed him! e
his eves turned up the chasm, and what
be saw there made him bend low be-
a
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A yee?
ilip tensely, “go on”
“And when he 1::: there,” continued
the other, bowing his head a3 he filled
sn old briar pipe with “he
some one clse.  It's strange—and
you may wonder how 1 know it all. But
i's true. Back in England he had wor-
shiped a young girl Like the others,
she detested him: and yet he loved her
and would have died for her. And in
the wreck of the sleeper he found ber
and her father—both dead He brought
her out, and when no one was near car-
ried her through the night to his horse.
The knowledge that he had killed her—
the only creature in the world that he
Ty bt him back to samity It
filled him with 3 new desire for venge-
aner—but vengeance of snother kind.
To achieve this vengeance he was com-
pelled to leave her dead body miles out
on the prairie. Then he hurnied to over-
take his comrades. As their leader he
had kept possession of the money they
had taken from the ress car. The
division _was to be made at the water
hole. The gang was mitinﬁ for him
there. The money was divided, and two
of the gang rode ahead. The other two
were to go in another direction so as 10
divide the pursui. The remitiance man
ined with them, and when the
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kind the bowlder and brough ®
thrill into his woice.

*You will stay here—a Httle while™
he whispered, runming his fingers
through her shining hair  There was a
tone of gentle command in his words

|u he placed her apainst the rock “I

must gn back for a few minutes. There
is no danger—now ™

He stooped and picked up the carbine
which had fallen from her hand, There
was one cartridge still in the bresch
placing his revolver in its holster he rose
above the rocks, ready to swing the rifle
to his shoulder. Up where the outlaws
lay, a rman was standing in the trail
He was malong no effort to conceal
himsell, and did not see Philip until he
was within fifty paces of um. Ewven
then he did not show surprise.  Appar-
ently he was unarmed, and Philip drop-
ped the mizsle of his carbme e M
motioned for him to advance, standing
with a spread hand resting on either
kip. He was hatless and coatless, Hun

hair was Jong His face was covered |

with a seraggly growth of red beard,
too short to hide his sunken checks He
might have been a man half starved,
and yet there was strength in his bony
frame and his eyes were ay keen a3 3
eerpent’s,

“Cot in just n to miss the fun
after all,” he said “Oueer game,

ers had gone a distance he killed them
bath e was =anc now, you under-
stapd.  He had committed a great crime
and he was employing his own method
of undamg it hen he was going back
to bury—ber.”

‘The mman’s voice broke. A great sob
shook his frame When he looked up,
Philip had drawa his revolver,

“And the remittance man—" hg be-

gan

“Is myself—Jim Blackstons—at your
service”

The man tumed his back to Philip,
hunched aver, 3s if bent inm griel For
a moment he stood thus ers fol.
lowed in that same moment the loud
report of a pistol, and when Philip leap-

to eatch hiy tottering form the glaze
of death was in the outlaw’s eyes

“lT was going to do this—back there—
beside her” he gasped faintly. A ghiv-
er ran through him and his head drop-
ped limply forwand
hitip had laid him with his face to-
ward a rock and stepped ot from his
romeealment.  The girl had heard the
pistal shot and was running up the trail

“What was that? she asked, when
he kad hurried 10 her

“The Lt shot, sweetheart™ he an-

| wwered, catching ber in kis arma. “We're
| going back to Billinger now, and then—

wasa't it? [ was ahead ﬂf_)f‘ﬂ up as | home"

far as the water hole  Saw what hap- |

pened there
Philip's hand dropped on the butt of
his _revolver.
“}\I']m are you?" be asked

(THE EXD.)
TELLS OF ALBATROSS DANCERS.

|Fxeel Human Ones in Grotesgue

I'm  Blackstone—Jim  Black- [founds and Motions, Says Watcher.

stone, from over beyond the ebow. [

uess evervbody for fifty miles round |

nows me. And | guess I'm the only
one whe knows what's happened—and
why." He had stepped behind a huge
reck that shut aut the lower trail from
them and Philip followed, his hand s
on his revdlver. “Thev're both dea
added the stranger, signifying with a
nod of his head that he meant the oat.
laws, “Ome of them was alive when

I came up, but | ran my knife between |

his ribs, and he's dead now”

“The devil!” eried Philip. half draw-
ing his revolver at the ferpcious leer in
the other's face

“Wait" exclaimed the man, “and ace

It was one of the cleverest fighting | if I'm not right. The man who was re-
tricks of the service, amd be made !hz!‘-pnﬂu[:'_c for the wreck back there is my

movement ay the guns of the others | deadliest enemy—has

leaped before their faces Twn shots|and now 'm even up with him. And 1

sang over his head, so close that they [ guess in the eves of the law T'v
wouald have swept him from the saddle | right to it What do you say?”
if he had been erect  In another mo- |
chasm echoed with |

the steady roar of the three revnlvers

In fromt of the flaming end of his own

gun Philip saw the outlaw on the right

pitch forward in his suddie and fall 1o
the ground. He sent kiv last shot at
the man on the left and drew his second
gun. Before he could fire again his

got the

“Go on,” sad Philip

The smake-like eves of the man burn.
ed with a dull flame and yet he spoke
calmiy.

“He came out here from England
four vears ago,” be went on. “He was
forced to come. Understand? He was
such a devil back among his prople—
half criminal even then—that he was

— -

the
sea,

army maneuvers which began Saturday, when a “foreign
objective point. They will be met in Connecticut

eenn for years. |,

From Colles's Weebte

At first two birds appresched one an-
other, bowing peofoundly aml treading
beavily. They swagwer about each other.
nodding and courtesying solemely, then
sldenly begin (o femce & little, erossing
bills and whetting them together, some-
times with a whistling sound. meanwhile
pecking and dropping stiff litlls bowa
All at once oma lifta its closed wings
and nikblen at 1t fearhers bensath
the first bi bown eonce, and
g its heak stralght upward, rises
o toes, paffa out Its hrewst, and tit-
ters 3 prolonged nasal A-h-h. with »
rapllly rising Inflection, reminding one &

Iy smaps s ML Oftes

Ise iheir heads In the

groan, thin fgure repre-
senting fn some cases the grand fnale
af saveral dances When ther have fin-

tahied. they both Pexin bawisg o each

other sgaln, rapidly and alternately, and
presenily repeat the performance. the
ri= often revearsing their Tole The
ovaments are executed in perfect usl-

o, with & sort of military precision,
and this fart much enhances tha sxira-
ordinary effect. The pictures comvey but
& poor impreasion of the actual scens:
the wonderful sky and sumshine, the
spotiess, shining plomages. and the &mil
crien. Whils standing In one spot I have
se=p over twenty-fve couples daneing
&t once.

Tt ta amusing to watch thres sngage In
the dance. one attempting to dlvids fta
attention betwsen twoa. This eld bird
starts by bowing to tha first partner,
whom he suddenly forsakes with a fnal
deprecatory nod, and takes op the (heead
of tha minuet with the second.  The lat-
tor Iz ready to joln In becauss he has
been keeping up & sort of mark tims
tn the movementa This the singls bird
switches back and forth for & while un-
tl be shows s preference for one and
fgnores the other, who zmbles off to
seek another partner

Ocearionally, whils “cake-walking.™ one
wiil lightly plek up & (=ig and present
it to his mate, wha does not arcept the
gift, however, but thereadon returns the
campiiment. when sirawa are prompily
dropped and all hands begin bowing and
waliking about as i their very lvea de-
panded upon It

Beveral times when a number were
busily ongaged In thelr antics, [ hawe
walked cammfully among them and have
begun to bow very low. Imifating as
nesriy as possible thalr movemsnts., They
would stop and gase at me in aitonish-
ment. But recovering their tstal sqoa-
nimicy. almost at oncs would gravely
return & few bows, and walk arcund me
in = puxzied mamner. as If wondering
what sort & creature | was. They would
do this only when Interrupted during &
dance

Her Prosy.

S,
“Well, Auntle,” asked her young mas-
tor. “do you really believe In the Bible™
“Ten sah, shery weed ™

“De you belleve that the whale swal.
lowed Jonah™"

“Yew. shi I'm gwine tuh ssk Jonah
bout dat jes as soom ks I geis o hebe
ben”

~But suppase Jenak L't there™

“Den, honey, you ke ssk him.™




